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remain and prosper. The oyster bar alone In the
refreshment world seems armoured against
change, as though oysters conferred some spirit
of permanence. White's, Driver's, Bennett's,
Pimm's and Scott's flourish as when I first
knew them.
The chop-house, solid and fixed as it seemed
in the eighties, has suffered a thinning-out.
But the three Simpson's survive, one in the
Strand, another off Cheapside, and the third in
St. Michael's Alley; also the George & Vulture,
the Cheshire Cheese, Snow's and Stone's; and
Birch's, though it has gone from CornMll, is still
Birch's in Old Broad Street. They are not to-
day restricted to their former business of chop
and steak. As the modern grill-room no longer
restricts itself to grills, so these chop-houses are
full-blossomed restaurants, with a double-
fronted menu from smoked salmon to savoury
and sweet. Let us hope they may stay with us
yet awhile, for they are the only really English
restaurants London has, and our only link with
the dining habits of the past. They are the city's
equivalent of the old inns of the countryside;
visible factors in the continuity of I/>ndon life.
I arn not moved by their "old-world" atmo-
sphere; there is nothing "romantic" in dining
at the chop-house, and at the same table, where
your great-grandfather dined. But it is useful
and pleasant in that it reassures you that there